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many, he swore he would never play in that land again. And he
has not.

From 1928 on, I pursued Rubinstein. To me his decision to
remain away from the United States was not final. I talked to his
European managers each time I went abroad, and at last one day
in Paris I cajoled him into a conference. We talked an hour or
more, and in the end I had convinced him that America was ready
for him at last.

In November, 1937, he and his lovely wife stepped off the
Queen Mary'. His marriage to Nela Mlynarski, daughter of the
famous Warsaw conductor and one of the celebrated beauties of
Poland, had been a fairy-tale wedding in London in 1932. For
years Rubinstein had coursed around the world, a world of end-
less delight to him; he frolicked and drank champagne and
protested that he was "99 per cent interested in women/' To
witness the end of that life and the beginning of the new
life as Nela's husband, all the notables of Europe flocked to Lon-
don. The Polish Ambassador was his best man; Ruth Draper
gave the bride away; and seven Ambassadors, as well as the
painters, musicians, statesmen and social dictators of Europe
were there.

Dozens of his friends came that chilly November day to see
them step off the boat, bundled in furs, onto the soil of America
for the first time in ten years.

Characteristically, he had prefaced this arrival with a stupendous
amount of journeying. Beginning in Europe the previous October,
he had given seventy-two concerts on the Continent, had sailed '
for South America with Nela and the two babies, to stay three
months and play sixty concerts; had flown with his family back
over the Andes to take a boat for Boulogne; had paused in Paris
long enough to see his family re-established in the converted cob-
bler's shop of which he had made an enchanting home; had hur-
ried to Amsterdam to catch a plane for Australia; had played
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